Detachments of Fascist! march to and fro. At night searchlights
scour the sky and lake front. As you go about the town your face
is so often scrutinized that your ears burn; when you get near
the conference hotels you have to show your documents
continually.

Europe's rulers are taking no chances. Revolvers have been
going off all over Europe of late, and not always in the right
direction. Eleven months before came the great bump-off in
Germany. Ten months before Dollfuss was murdered. Seven
months before King Alexander of Yugoslavia and Barthou of
France were assassinated at Marseilles. Nowadays we take
rigorous precautions.                                              *

The islet in the lake is as safe as anything could be. Stresa
has more guardians than inhabitants, the islet itself is full of
police, and nobody is allowed on the lake but the representatives
of Italy, England and France, on their brief dash across by
fast motor-boat.

Isola Bella!  "Splendid Isolation!9 says a wit.

Ramsay MacDonald and Simon, black-hatted and tail-
coated, walk down the little causeway to the motor-boat in the
forenoon and return in the evening. Flandin and Laval too.
Nobody sees Mussolini. He remains in seclusion on the tiny
islet a few hundred yards from the water's edge, until he is
rushed ashore one night for a banquet. The adoring Stresans
are herded off at a distance. Hall and banqueting chamber of
the hotel are ablaze with Fascist uniforms. The roof, the
corridors, the lavatories and the basement are packed with the
plain men, still in their plain clothes. The searchlights from the
lake still rake the hotel, disturbing flies and sparrows in their
slumbers.

Reports filter across from the emerald islet to the waiting
newspaper men. Simon receives us and tells us of progress
made. One of my useful friends, a French newspaper man,
receives me and tells me much more. Mussolini and Suvich,
Ramsay MacDonald and Simon, Flandin and Laval, are all
agreed that this must be stopped, that treaties must not be torn
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